THE SCENE IS CHANGED

others sit entranced and regard it by the hour. It is said to
have ceased to flow for three days at the time of the earth-
quake of Lisbon, and otherwise through the centuries has
never failed. The more legitimate theatre in Carlsbad
flourishes too, and I saw good guest performances by Moissi
and Pallenberg. Many houses in the streets along the river
side are inscribed with the names of poets and painters whose
lodgings they have been.
The most visited physician of this place made his name
by prescribing no diet at all, but a variety and sequence of
water-<hmking to meet each case. I followed his direction
for close upon a fortnight, when having lost about a pound
daily and written the greater part of a play, I was shocked
to find myself stopping at delicatessen shops in the street and
gazing earnestly upon the hams and sausages. The physician,
again consulted, declared my cure to be complete and sent
me away, a well-irrigated and possibly a better man, to
break the fast with milk and autumn fruits. So by way of
Dresden, where I paused a few hours to see the Sistine
Madonna and the modern gallery, I reached Berlin in late
October, where the autumn pkys were well under way.
Reinhardt's Deutsches Theater was giving a new version
of Troilus and Cressida by Hans Rothe, written in a style
much more direct and colloquial than the classical (or
Gothic) Shakespearean translations of Schlegel and Tieck.
Text, acting and scene were all modernized in the liveliest
production of this pky that I have seen. Of course there is
nothing sacrosanct about Schlegel except to the Nazi mind,
which became increasingly disquieted about Rothe's activi-
ties as translator and eventually threw him out of Germany
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